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Beginning with the firſt Line of every Sox 0: 


| | R H! Chloris, could I now but fit Page 24: 
| 1 Alas! my ſon; you little knowẽ 74 
As from a rock paſt all relief | 32 © 
As walking forth to view the plain 17 
As I went forth to view the ſpriug | 48 
As early i walk 'd on the firſt of [weet May 50 
As I ſat at my ſpinning wheel 79 
At St. Oſyth, by the mill 47 
\t Polwart on the green 48 
Beneath a green ſhade I fand a fair maid 27 
Beneath a beech's grateful ſhade 59 
Blefs'd as th' immortal gods is he ED is 
By a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay | 4 
By ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 26 
By drinking drive dull care away 90 
{ ome, jolly Bacchus, god of wine | 82 
Come, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys | 85 
Come, let's hae mair wine in 89 
E let us drink _ | „ 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes | 5 36 
PDeſpairing beſide a clear ſtream $4" 
} Down in yon meadow a couple did tarry. _ 2 6s. Mſ- 
Fill the bowl with ſtreams of pleaſure LEY 89 
For ſhame, no diſputes o'er the glaſs, then drink fair | 36 
Sin ye meet a bonny laſſie 1 
Give me but a friend and a glaſs, hw 87 
Good mad am, when ladies are willing ä 3 
Happy's the love which meets return 5 We Þ 
Hear me, ye nymphs, and cvery ſwain 2 
He that will not merry merry be. 1 » Ad * 
How blyth ilk morn, was I to ſee ; f 
Ii have a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd: 43 
„ | I'tLrange around the ſnady bowers | 44 
1 In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain . 6 
In winter when the rain rain'd cauld | | 8 
Jolly mortals fill your glaſſes 93 
I've ſeen the ſmiling of fortune beguilivg — 
Late in an evening forth ] went 74 
Leave kindred and friends, ſweet 88 37 


Leave off your fooliſh prating | | 
Let a ſet of ſober aſſes | ; 2y 
Let ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe- 


o 


r 


Love never more ſhall give me pain - 8 
Love's goddeſs in a 1 grove . | Page 4 
My ]Jeany and I have toil'd _ 5 
My Peggy is a young thing - 
My Patie is a lover gay of 
My time, O ye mules, was bagptly ſpent” +4 7 
My Jocky blyth, for what thou'ſt done 69 
My mither's ay glowran o'er me 70 
Now wat ye wha i met yeſtreen 60 
O' Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart 33 
„ Beſly Rell, and Mary Gray | 40 

Ot 1ace divine thou needs mult be | 19 
O how couid I ventwe to love one like thee 37 
Old Adam, it is true 92 
O my heart: my heavy, heavy heart | 36 

On Fttrick banks in a ſummer's night Is 1 
O sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 28 
O virgin kind! we (anna tell 72 
Po iticians may prate >. | 
Speak on-. ſpeak thus, and (till my grief 33 5 

The laſs af Patie s mill a BE 
The laſt time I came o'er the moor” 13 N 
The night her ſilent ſable wore | 22 | 
The ſmiling morn, the breathing foring: 80 8 T7 

The yellow. hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae 5 41 5 
The morn was fair, ſaft was the air FTI | j 
The collier has a daughter „„ 

The Lawland Jads think they are fine | 61 7 
The Lawland maids gang trig and fine | 6 
Though for ſeven years and mair, honour ſhou's rave me 25: 

To heal the wound a bee had made. 73: 0 

IT was in that ſeaſon of the year 52 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe | 11 1 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 30 
What woman could do, I have try'd to be free 65; 

When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill- 3382 
When trees did bud, and fields were *. 12 
When the bright god of day 5 | BET 
With broken words and downcaſt eyes 49 1 
Je blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay ; | „ 

Je gales, that ge 7 ntly wave the ſea 55 23 7] 
Ye nymphs and ſilvan gods | N 64 

Ye mech fal guardians of the fair 8 5 
Yes, 1 could love, if T could find 12 14 


Young Philander weo'd me lang 1 3 
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y J. TWEED-S1 1 

yi H AT beauties does Flora diſcloſ.: ? 

8 How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 

" Yet Mary's {till ſweeter than thoſe; = 

mY Both nature and fancy exceed, 

3: | Nor daiſy, nor ſweet- bluſhing roſe, 1 
F— Not all the gay flowers of the field,  _ 3 
ut Not Tweed gliding gently thr ough hal . 
75 Such beauty and pleaſure does yieſd. 

. 1 he warblers are heard in the gr Ne, | 
Wn The linnet, the lark, and the thrath, | 
6 The blackbird and ſweet-cooing dove, , 
* With muſic inchant ev'ry bath: 

3+ | Come, let us go forth to the mea, = 

135 Let us Ice how che priroſes ſoriag, 

1 We il lodge in ſo'ne village on Teecd, 

5 And love Walle the foathe * folk ling. 

2 | How does my love paſs the long day ? 

4 5 NOSE: Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 

9: Do they never tareleſsly ſtray, | — 
ry While happily the lics alleeßp? | h ww 
35 Tweed's murmurs ſhould luit her to reſt; ; } 
8 | Kind nature indulging my bliſs, — 
3 Io relizve the ſolt pains of my breaſt, g 
. Ig ſteal an ambroſial kiſs. | A 


A Ii; 


= I ps a — 
Y A + a hy e a "6 * F : 


| eee 1 


Though thus languiſh, thus complain, 
| My vows and ſighs, like filent air, 


: That day ſhe ſmil*'d and made me glad, 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
1 try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 


le more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 


| Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the plain, 
Tf e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 


; The bonny buth bloom'd fair in May, 


| ; 25 2 
Tis the does the virgins . 
No beauty with her may compare; 
Love“ s graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 5 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? | 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them-on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the plaſanter banks of the Tweed? 


DR 
=” : ve 


II. The Buſh abomn TR AQUAIR. 


EAR me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain,  ® 
Pl tell how Peggy grieves me. 4 | 


Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 


Unheeded never move her; —— 


At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 


Twas there I firſt did love her. 


No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
In words that I thought tender; 


I meant not to offend her. 


The fields-we then frequented ; 
She looks as ne'er acquainted, 


Its ſweets III ay. ener; 5 


Ts) 


, But vow her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


' Ye rural powers, who hear my ſixains, 
- Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender. 
III leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely wilds Pl wander. 


FOSSISSISSISSISIISISIS $4424 44 44-4 $4.4 
III. PEGGT, I muſt love thee. 


8 from a rock paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwrack'd Colin ſpying- 
His native ſoil, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying: 
With the next morning-ſun he . 
2 ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe; = 
Neu life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes - 
| With joy, and waits her motion, FC 


80 when by her whom long I lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted: 
'Thus droop'd I, till diviner grace 
1 found in Peggy s mind and face; 
Ingratitude appear d then baſe, 
But virtue more engaging. 


Then now fince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying ? 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
We lole ourſelves in ſtaying : 


"a 


TY 
PI haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppoſe : 
Why ſhould we happy minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee. 


Men may be fooliſh if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 

To figh and ſacrifice their caſe, 
Doting on a proud beauty : 

Ouch was my caſe for many a year, 

Still hope ſucceeding to my fear; 

Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 

Since Peggy's far outſhine en, 
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IV. Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. 
* a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 


Be fo kind, O ye nymphs, Loftimes heard her ſay, 


Tell Strephon 1 die, if he paſſes this way, 
And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. 
Falſe ſhepherds that tell me of beauty and charms, 


You deceive me, for Str ephon. 8 cold heart never 


warms; 

Yet bring me this Str ephon, let me die in his arms,. 
Gi Strepprn ' the cauſe of my mourning. 

But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 

Down to the ſhades below, 

Ere ye let Strephon know | 

That I have lov'd him fo: 
Then on my pale checks no bluſhes will now 
That love was the ccuſe of my mourning. 


Eier eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by, 


He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh; . 
But finding her breathleſs, Oh heav'ns ! did he 8 


Refore. 


Al Chioris! { 10 Care of my mourning, 


> 5 - » 4 
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Reſtore me my Chloris, ye nymphs uſe your art, 
They ſighing reply'd, was yourſelf {hot the dart, 
That wounded the tender young 5 Gels: heart, 


And til 'd the poor CHeris with mourning. 


Ah then is Chloris dead, 
Wounded by me! he ſaid * 
I'll follow thee, chaſte maid, 
= Down to the ſilent ſhade. 
Then on ker cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his hand: 


of Ex2ir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. 
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V. MARY SCOT. 


APPY's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 
ut words are wanting to diſcover 

The rorments of a hopeleſs lover. 

Ye regiſters of heav'n relate, 

if looking o'er the rolls of fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mar 7 Scot the flower of Tarrow ? 


i 


Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her love the god's above mult thare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, | 
And at diftance due adore her, 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 


Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 


Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow, 


Be hulh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, : 


My Mary's tender 33 the's fair; 


Then I'M go tei her all mine anguiſh, 


Sbe! 15 too good to let me langw lh : 


A 3 n 


| WEL 

4 With ſaceefs erown'd; I'll not envy” 

Ihc folks who dwell above the RK y; RL © 
When Mary. Scot's become my matrow;. — ' 

| Wel make a paradiſe in Farrow. | | 1 


5 | 
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VI. The Telliw- Hair'd Tadiis. 


* Aget when beine paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain z: 
The Yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 


o wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn Weep, 
grow. 


There, under the ſhade of an old facred thorn, . 
With freedom he {ung his loves ev'ning and morn : 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and enchanting a found, ®; 
That Silvans and Faries unfeen danc'd around. * 
The ſhepherd thus ſang, Tho? young Maya be fair 
Her beauty. is daſſi d with a ſcornfu' proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 


Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Nadie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 

Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke: 
„ | 

But Sufie was s faithful, good-humour” q, 2 free, 

And fair as the goddeſs \ who ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's tne daughter with all her great 
dower, 

Was awkwardly airy, 5 frequently ſour: 

Then, üüghing, be withed, would parents agree, 

The witty fv cet Suſie us miſtreis might: be. 


CT 
VII. Bonny FEAN: 


OVE's goddeſs im a myrtle grove, 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed}, 
Nor let the ſhaft at random rove, 
For Jeany's haughty heart muſt-bleed. . 
'The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew, . unerring to the heart, . 


And kiltd the pride of bonny Jean. 


No more the nymph, with Wangler air, 
Refuſes Willie's kind addreſs; 
Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 
But too much fondnefs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
While every day he ſpies ſome new 
- Sur priſing charms in bonny Jean. 


A thouſand tranſports croud this breaſt ; 
He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, 
Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind: 
' Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean; 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bonny Jean. 


The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 
Which ev'n in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 
When funk in downs, with glad amaze, 
He wonders at her in his dreams. | 
All charms difclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's prize, the Spartan queen, 
With breaking day he lifts his ſight, 

And pants to- tbe with bonny Jean. 


VIII. 
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VIII. GREEN SLEEVE S. 


E watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who ſkiff on wings of ambient air, 


Ot my dear Delia take a care, 


And repreſent her lover 


With all the gaiety of youth, 


With honour, juſtice, love and truth; 
Till I return, her paſſions footh, 
For me in whiſpers move her. 


Be careful no baſe ſordid ſlave, 
With foul ſunk in a golden grave, 
Who knows no virtue but to fave, 

With glaring gold bewitch her... 


Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign'd, 
For me, who know how to be kind, 


And have mair plenty in my mind, 
'Than one who's ten times richer:. 


Leet all the world turn upſide down, g 
Aud fools run an eternal round, 


In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 


To pleaſe their vain ambition. 
Let little minds great charms eſpy, 
In ſhadows which at diſtance lie, 


Whoſe hopid for pleaſure, when come nighs:, 


Prove nothing in fr uition. 


But caſt into a mould divine, 


Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 


Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſure, 
Let poers in ſublimeſt Jays, | 


_ Employ their {kill her fame to raiſe ; ET 
Let ſons of muſic paſs whole days, 


. 4 


Wich well-tun'd reads to pleaſe her. 


* 


CS 7 
IX. The Laſs of PATIE: Mill. 


HE laſs of Patie's mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 

In ſpite of all my ſkill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 

Bare- headed on the green, 

Love 'midſt her locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. : 


Her arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 
'To age it would give youth, 
'To preſs *em with his hand. 
Through all my ſpirits ran 
we. ecſtaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs, 


Without the help of art, 

Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
When e'er ſhe ſpoke or fmil'd. 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 

Free from affected pride, 

She me to love beguil'd, 

I with'd her for my bride. 


O had I all the wealth 
Hopetoun's high mountains s fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but Ken tis 
The laſs of Patie's mill, - 
) $houv'd ſhare the fame wi' me. 


Ie r 
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8 5 BESSYT BELL and MART GRAT. 
6; O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 


They are twa bonny laſſes, 


They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 


And theek'd it o'er wr raſhes. 


Fair Befly Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 


And thought I ne'er could alter; 


But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 


They gar my fancy faulter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint- tap; : 


She Giniles like a May morning, 


: When Phcebus ſtarts frac 'Thetis' lap, 


The hills with rays adorning : 
White i is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waſte and feet's fu* genty; 


With ilka grace ſhe can command; 


Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw,. 


Her een like diamonds glances ; 


| She's ay ſae clean, redd up, and braw, 


She Lins whene'er ſhe dances: 


Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 


She blooming, tight, and call 3 is; 


And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ill, 


0 Jon, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Befly Bel and V. 17 Zray, 


Ye unco fair ppre - us 3 


Our fancies je: betwees: v a twa, 


Ve are fic h lat. ge 
Woae's me! for 4 anna get, 
To ane by law: Were ſtented; 


Fhen I'll draw cuis, and take my fate, 


And. bs 1 ane contented. 
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XI. My Deary, if you die. 


OVE never more ſhall give 
= © - give me pain, 
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My fancy's fix d on thee; 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 


Ihn beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 


Thy love's fo true to me: 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 


N My deary, if thou die. 
AH fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 


How ſhall I lonely ſtray? 


In dreary dreams the night I'll waſte, 


In ſighs the filent day. 


I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 


Nor ſuch perfection ſee : 


Then I' renounce all womankind, 


My Peggy, after thee. 


No new-blown beauty fires my y heart 


With Cupid's raving rage, 


But thine which can ſuch ſweets impart, | 


Muſt all the world engage. 


þ "Twas this that like the morniog-ſun 


Gave joy and life to me; 15 
And when its deftin'd day is done, | 
Wich Peggy let me die, 


Fe powers that ſmile or virtuous love, 


And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare; 


' , You who its faithful fl: mes approve, 


With pity view the fair. 
Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms fo dear to me; | 
Oh! never rob me from thoſe arms: 
I'm loſt if Feggy e. 


XII. 


, XII. Down the 8 DAV IE. 


7 HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, i 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; a 
When Mary was complete fifteen, | 5 
And love laugh'd in her eye; | 
Blyth Davie's blinks her heart did move = 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 
And I ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn-tide, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 2 

Juſt meet to be a bride; | Wa 
Her cheeks were roſy, red, and white, 5 0 
Her een were bonny blue; 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 

Fler lips like dropping dew. 


As down the burn they took their way, 

___ Whar tender tales they ſaid! 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 

And wi' her boſom piay'd ; | 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 1 "1 C4 
To be mair tully bleſt, | 

In yonder vale they lean'd them down; ; 
Love only ſaw the reſt, 


What paſs'd, 1 gueſs, was ales play, 

And nacthing ſure unmeet; 

For, ganging hame, I heard them fay, 

They lik'd a wawk ſae fweet; | 
And 0 chey aften ſhould return 

Sic pleaſure to renew, 

Quoth Mary, love, I like the burn; 5 

And ay ſhall follow you. 1 94 

* „F XII. 
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XIII. The laſt Time 4 came 0 er the Moor. © 


| HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
8 l left my love behind me. 
' 3 Ye powers! what pain do I endure, 
\ F When loft ideas mind me? 
' # -Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 
A met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, . 

Gazing and chaltly ſporting ; | | 
We kits'd and promis'd time away, — 
Tin night ſpread her black curtain. 
1 pitied all beneath the ſkies, 

Ev'n kings when the was nigh me 
In raptures 1 beheld her eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
| Where dangers may ſurround ms : 
„Let hopes again to ſee my love, 
$$ To feaſt on glowing kifles, 
| Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch blilles. 


47 In all my ſoul there's not one place | 
To let a rival enter: 
Since ſhe excels in every grace, 
Tn her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
On Greenland ice thall roſes grow, | 
9 Before I ceale to love her. 5 
__ | B 8 The AF 
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The next time I go ofer the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Though I left her behind me; 

Then Hymen's ſacred boads ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, 

There, while my being does remain, 

My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


$54 $$$33SSS$$SSS$$$S#4$$$S$$$$44 4/2444 $ 


XIV. The Bram of Coudenknows, 
"OW blyth ilk morn was I to ſee 
f "The ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He ficipt the burn, and flew to me: 
I met him with good will, 
O the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowdenhnows ; 
I wiſh 1 were with my dear ſuain, 
With his pine and my ewed. 


I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay: 


He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 


And cheer'd me a' the day. 
O the broom, &c, 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 


The burds ſtood liſt'ning by : 
E'en the dull cattle ſtood and gaz d, 

Charm'd with his en. 

O the broam, &c. 


| While thus: we f pent our time by rn, 


Betwixt our flocks and play; 


5 I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 


Though ne'er fo rich and gay. 


2 the FAM, 108 
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Hard fate that I ſhould baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becaule I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 

F That ever yet was born, 

O the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me every hour, 
Cou'd I but faithful be ? | 
He ſtaw my heart: cou'd J refufe 
Whate'er he aik'd of me: 
O the broom, &c. 


74 U 
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My doggie, and my little kit 
k That held my wee 1oup whey, 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked ſtick, 
þ May now lie uſe les by. „„ 
O the broom, &. 


Adieu, ye C. wienkoons, adieu, 
Farewell a' pleaſures chere „ 

Ve gods, reſtore me to my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave or care, 

© the broom, the bonny benny broom, 
The broom of Gowdenknow ry, 

J wiſh I were with my dear ſwain, 
eh his pipe ana ces. 


MA et tet 


kv. ETT IIR BANKS. 
5 


, N Ettrick banks, in a ſummer's 5 nig be. 
YT * At glowming when the theep drave hame, 
lIwet my laffie braw and tight, 
\ 1 Came wading, barctoot a” her lane 


Hard B 2 My 


'P 


6 6 NNE | 6 - 


My heart grew light, Iran, I flang 
My arms about her lily-neck, 

And kiſs'd and clapp'd her there fou lang; z. 
MV words they were na. ory feck. 


1 e | 


* 


1 faid, My laffie, will ye go 
To the highland hills, the Earſe to learn? 
I'll baith gie thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to the brigg of Ear n, 
on Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 


And herrings at the Broomilaw ; 3 


Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 
III. | 
All day when we have wrought enough, | " 
When winter, froſts, and fnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 
At night when you fit down to foin, 


I' ſcrew my pipes and play a ſpring : 


And thus the weary night will end, 
Tin the tender kid and lamb- time — 
_ Cur pleaſant 8 back again. 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 155 
I' meet my leſs amang the broom, 
Aud lead you to my ſummer - ſhield. 
There far frac a their ſcornfu' din, 
That make the kindly hearts their iport, 
We'll laugh and. kiſs, and dance and ling, . 
And gar the langeſt day ſcem ſfrort. 


5 r e 


XVI. | 
„LESS · D as th immortal gods! is he, . 


. Wynn who fondly fits by thee, EY L 


And 
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Ss Gee! ö , 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
> BSofily ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 


Twas this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt; 
For while I gaz'd in tranſport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 


My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtile flame 
Ran quick thr ough all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


la dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 

My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd; . 
; My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 
I fainted, ſunk, and dy'd AWAY. 


Wo erte 
; XVII. FATHARINE OGIE. 


1 walking forth to view the plain, 

Upon a morning early, 

While May s {ſweet ſcent did chear my bra: n, 
From flowers which grew ſo e | 


i 


« Ichanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 
8 She ſhin'd though it was foggy ; ; 
 iaſc'd her name: Jweet Sir, the laid, 
My name is Katharine Ogie. 


IL ſtood a while and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph ſo ſtately; 
So briſk an air there did appear 
In a country-maid fo neatly: _ 
Buch natural ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd,. . 
FF _Likealtiema boggic 3 5 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 
Lite this ſame Katharine Ogie. ee 


2 
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Thou flow's of Fe beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure mult prize thee ; 


Though thou art dreſs'd in robes but mean; 0 


Yet thoſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
Far excels any clownith rogie; 


＋ hou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, . 


My charming Katharine Opie, . 


O were I but ſome ſhepherd ſwain! . 


To feed my flock beſide thee, 
At boughting time to. leave the plain, 
In milking to abide hee; 


I'd think myſelf a happier man, 


With Kate, my club, and doggie, : 


Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 


Had I but Katharine Ogie. 
5 hen I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, | 


And jlateſmens dang'rous ſtations s ; 
"TR 
I'd be noking, I'd wear no crows, | 


I'd ſmile at _conqu'ring nations: 


md Might T-careis and {till poſſeſs 


This tais of whom I'm vogie ; 


For theſe are toys, and {till look leſs, 


Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But 1 fear the gods have not decreed 


For nic ſo fine a creature, 
Whoſe beauty rare makes ber exceed 
All other works in nature. 
Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and foggy; 


Pity my caſe, ye powers above, 


Elfe. e for Katharine Ogie. 


* 
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XVIII. An thou were my ain Thing. 


( F race divine thou needs muſt be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee 3 ; 
For heaven's fake, oh! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
An thou were my ain thing, 
Juould love thee, I woutd tove thee; _ 
An thou were my ain thing, 
How dearly would 1 love thee ! 


The gods one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can ave ; 
O! for their lake ſupport a ſlave, 
Who only lives to. love thee. . 
An thou were, XC, | 


To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I love, and for your ſake, 
What man can name I'll undertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. 
- Att thou were, &c. | 


# My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 
F Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done 


Till fates my thread of life have ſpun, =. 
Which breathing out 1'il love thee. . ares 
An thou were, Ve: 


* * * * * * * * * „ * # „ * „ + „ „ * * * 


Like ! bees that ſuck the morning dew, 


Frae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hew, 


Dae wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 
And gar the gods envy me. 
An thou were, &. 


, ( 29 1 
Sac ling? 81 had the uſe of light, 
Id on thy beauries feaſt my ſight, | T FE 
Syne in faft whiſpers through the night, N 
I'd tell how much I loo'd. thee. ; | 

An thou were, &c. | | 3 


How fair and ruddy i is my Jenn? VEE 
She moves a goddeſs o'er the green; 
Mere TI a king, thou ſhould be queen, 
3 Nane but myſell aboon thee. . 
5 An thou were, &c. | 


Id graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 
W hilt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 
Around my ſtronger limbs ſhould twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. . | 
An thou were, &. 


WE | Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, . 

in ſhining youth let's make our hay; 

111 YZ _- Since love admits of nae delay, 
7 


O let nae ſcorn undo thee. . 
An thou were, &c. 


While love does at his altar ſtand, 
Hae there's my heart, gie me your hand, + 
And, with. ilk Ale, thou ſhalt command ..--- 


The will of him wha loves thee.. . 
An thou were, &c. 


PRLEEEEREECOIEEEIDI EIS 04 944 $a24 294 69 2 
XIX. What's that to cu. 8 
To the tune of, The glancing. of ber apron. 


* Jeany and I have toil'd 
The live-lang ſimmer day, 


. 
1 9 
- . 


E 

Till we almoſt were ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay: 

Her kurchy was of holland clear, 
Ty d on her bonny brow-w, 

I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear, 
But what's that to you? 


Her ſtockings were of Kerſy green, 
As tight as ony ſilk, 

O ſick a leg was never ſeen, 

Her ſkin was white as milk: 

Her hair was black as ane could wifix,, 

And ſweet, ſweet was her mou, 

Oh ! Jeany daintilie can kiſs; 

But what's that to you? 


The roſe and li ily baith combine, 
To make my Jjeany fair, 
There is nae benniſon like mine, 
J have amaiſt nae care; 
Only J fear my Jeany's face 
May cauſe mae men to rue, 
And that may gar me ſay, alas! 
But what's that to you? 


Conceal thy beauties if thou can, 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 

That I may only be the man 
Enjoys theſe looks divine, 

O do not proſtitute, my dear, 

Wonders to common view, 

And E with faithful heart ſhall fear, 
For ever to be true, 


King Solomon had wives enow, 
And mony a concubine ; 
But I enjoy a bliſs mair true, 
His ioys were ſhort of mine: 


"3 knew no greater bleffing, 


And the, all raviſh'd with deli ght. 


And Jeany's happier chan they, 585 
She ſeldom wants her due, 
All debts of love to her I pay, 
And what's that to you? 


XX. S5. raiſe and loot me in. 


© night her filent fable 1 wore, 

And gloomy were the ſkies ;- 

Of glitt'ring ſtars appear'd no more 

Than thoſe in Nelly's eyes. | 

When at her father's yate 1 Lock d, 
Where 1 had often been, 

pe. She, ſhrouded only with her ſmock, 
Aroſe and loot mem. | 328 


| Faſt lock'd within her 4 embrace, 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd; 
Her {welling breaſt, and olowing face, 
And every touch inflam'd. 
My eager paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv'd the fort. to win 3 5 
And her fond heart was ſoon berray's | 
Lo yield and let me in. 


Then, then, beyond expreſling, | Y 
Tranſporting was the joy; | 'W 


Jo bleſs'd a man was I. = . 


Bid me oft come again; 


Zend kindly vow'd that every night 
She! d ric and let me 1d. 15 


0 23 * 

But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with bairn, | 
And ſighing fat and dull, | 

And I that was as mach conceen'd, 
Look'd e'en juſt like a fool. 

Her lovely eyes with tears ran o'er, 
Repeating her raſh fin: 

She hgh'd and curs'd the fatal hour, 
That e'er ſhe loot me in. 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty part? 
J lov'd her ſo I could not leave 
'The charmer of my heart ; 
Bur wedded, and conceal'd our crime: „„ 
Thus all was well again, b 
And now ſhe thanks the | happy time | 
That e er ſhe loot me in. 


W ee 22 betet 


XXI. The BONNY COT. 


To che tune of} he boatm: 2n. 


7 E gales, that gently wave the ſea, 
And pleaſe the canny boatman, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot—man : 
In haly bands 
| We join'd our hands, 
„Let may not this diſcover, 
| While parents rate 
| A large cltate, 
1 Before a fathfu' Wer, 


But I loor chuſe in Highland glens 
4 - 0 herd the 150 and eaten, 


Fer 


| A 24 0 > 
Fer! cou'd for fic little ends 

Refuſe my bonny Scot—wan. 

Wae worth the man | 

Wha firſt began "US's 
The bale ungenerous faſhion, 

Frae greedy views 

Loves art to uſe, 
While ſtrangers. to its paſſion, 


Prae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
HlHaſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Who pants to preis thy bawmy mouth, 
And in her boſom hawſe thee. 
Love gi'es the word, 
'Then haſte on board ; 
Fair winds and tenty boaman, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er, 
= 4© BAG yonder R 
My blych, my N Scot—man, -> 
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XXII. To the tune of, Gilder Roy. 


H Chloris, cou'd I now but ſit 
As unconcern'd, as wien 
Tour infant beauty cou'd beget 
No happineſs nor pain. 
When I this dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming day, 
1 little thought that riſing fire 
Wou'd take my reſt away. 


| Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mine, 

Age from no face takes more away, 
Than youth conceal'd in thine ; 


ut 


4 


1 

But as your charms inſenfibly _ 

I 0o their perfection preſt; 

So love as unperceiv'd did fly, + 
And center'd in my breaſt. 

My paſſion with your beauty grew, 

While Cupid at my heart, 

Still as his mother favour'd you, 

Threw a new flaming dart; 


Each gloried in their wanton part ; 


To make a lover, he + 


| # Employed the utmoſt of his art j— 


To make a beauty, the. 
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XXIII. P'I never leave thee. 
3 „ . 
Tn for ſeven. years and mair, honour ſhou'd 


reave me, 


To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve 


„ 
For deep in my ſpirits thy ſweets are indented; 


And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted. 


Leave thee, leave thee, Il never leave thee, 


| Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 


0 Johny, I'm jealous whene'er ye diſcover - 


© My ſentiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe rover: 
And nought? the warld wad vex my heart fairer, - 


1 
n 
*% 3 
: 7 


lt you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 


Grieve me, grieve me, oh, it wad grieve me! 
A” che lang night and day, if you deceive me. 
%% IONS or 
My Nelly, let never fic fancies oppreſs ye, 
For while my blood's ** TU kindly careſs ye : 
"EYE Tour 


1 * 
8 


7 28-7: 
"Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt beeted love. 8 hire, 
| Your virtue and wit make it ay flame the higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee, III never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


: NELLY. 

Then, Johny, I frankly this minute in ye 
To think me your miſtreſs, for love gars me trow ye; 
And gin you prove fauſe, to ye” *r{ell be ut ſaid then, 
Yell win but ſma' hotour to wrong a kind maiden, 
Reave me, reave me, heavens ! it wad reave me 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me. 


7 O NT. 
Bid igeſho les hammer red gauds on the ſtuddy, 


Aud fair fimmer-mornings nae mair appear ruddy, 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 


But never till that time, believe I'll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee; - 


"FW ſtarns Thall gang witherſhins ere 1 deceive thee. | 
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XXIV. Jolm Hay's .borny Laſſi fe. 
Br. ſmooth winding Tay'a ſwain was reclining, 


Aft ery'dhe, Oh hey ? daun T RA ive pining 


_ Myſelb bs away, and darna diſcover 
To my bonny Hay that J am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, che' flame waxes ſtranger 3 & 1 


Tf ſhe's not my bride my days are nae langer: 
Then Fl take a heart, and try at a venture, 
May be ere we part, my vows may content ber. > 


She' $ freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Avrora, 
When birds mount and fing, bidding day a good mor- 
The ſward of the mead, enamel'd with daiſies, (row. 


3 wither'd 9855 dead, when tuin d of Her der 
* £3 * £4 #6 ut 8 


x 


k\ K | 
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(2) 
But if the appear where verdures invite her, 
'The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the 
ſweeter :- : 
Lis heav'n to be by, when her wit is a- flow. 'ing, 
| Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a- glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded ; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mand is confounded t 
I'm all on a fire, dear maid, to careis ye, 8 
For a' my 8 is Hay's bonny laſlie, Ts 


020000000000000000000 | 


. The Mi I, M 10. 


EN EATH a a green ſhade I fand a fair maid, 
Was fleeping ſound and ſtil—O; 

A' lowan wi' love, my fancy did rove 
Around her with good-will—O': 

Her boſom I preſs d; but ſunk in her reſt, 

__. She ſtirr'dna my joy to ſpill =O: 
While kindly ſhe flept, cloſe to her I crept, 

And kiſs c, and kiſs'd her my fill O. 


Oblig'd by. command in Flanders to land, 

Ty employ my courage and ſkil—O, 3 
Frae her quietly L ſtaw, hoiſt ſails and awa', 

For the wind. blew fair on the bill—O. _ 
Tua years brought me hame, where loud- ſraifing 

|} Tald me with a voice right ſhrill—O {fame 

My laſs like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 

Nor kend wha had done her the ill—O, 


Mair fond of her charms, with my fort in her arms, g 
I ferlying ſpcer'd how ſhe fell O. | 
Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth the, Jet me die, 
ee Sir, gin I can tell —O, 3 
5 C - BY : Love 


\ 


. E 
Love gave the command, I took her by the ha 
And bade her a fears expel—O, 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
, Wha had done her the deed myſel.-O. 


My bonpy ſweet laſs, on the gowany grafs,. 
Beneath the Shilling-hill—0, 7 


If I did-offence, I'ſe make ye amends 

= Before I leave 980 y's mill. O. . 

1 0 the mill, mill, and the hill, hill—0, 

And the coggin of the wheel 

Die ſack and the fieve, a' that ye maun leave, 
And round uith a ſodger reel. 
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XXVI. Throw the Wood, Laddie. 


2 Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn | 5 

Thy preſence cou'd cafe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me: 

Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 

Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing; 
Vet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna. PE 


That I am for ſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
l' 'm faſh'd wr their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning; 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wit a knell, 
When throw the wood, Iaddie, I wander myſell. 


Wi: Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 


But quick as an arrow, - 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 


Wha's. 


a 
| 
« 


( 29 ) 
Wha's bring 3 in langour till that happy day, 
When throw the wood, Kade, wel. dance fig, 
and pay” N . 


NY 


o XXVII. The Birks of we: 5 & 
BY 4 
15 T ſmiling morn, the bieadbiod ſpring, - 


; Invite the tuneful birds to fing; 
And while they warble from the (pray, 


W Love melts the univerſal lay. 


Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them improve the hour that flies; 


9 And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 


2 0 the birks of Invermay. 
. 
For ſoon the winter of the year, 


| | And age, life's winter will appear, 


At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade; 
Our taſte of pleafure then is oer, 


Tze feather'd ſongſters are no more: 


And when they droop and we. Wks” 
Adieu the birks of . 

zo 

The Liverocks now and-lintwhite Gags... 

The rocks around with echoes ring; 
The mavis and the blackbird vie, 
In tuneful ſtrains to glad the day; 
The woods now wear their ſummer ſuits "ig 
To mirth all nature now invites: 
Let us be blythſome then, and gay 
A che birks of Invermay, 


G. 3 
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IV. 

| Behold * bills and vales. dd 
With lowing herds and flocks abound; 
'The wanton kids-and friſking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dames; 
The buſy bees wich humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 
Let us, like them, then ſing and play 
About the birks of Itvermay. 
V. 

Hark, how the waters as they fall, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs call; 


— 


The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 


And fiſhes play throughout the ps ; 


Ihe circling ſun does now advance, 


And all the planets round him dance: 


Let us as jovial be as they 


Among the en of Invermay. 1 
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XVXVIII. 4 ELA NA T R. 


WI HAT b fall the muſe repeat! 8 


Wlatr verte be found to Praiſe my Atmio? * 


On her ten thouſand graces wait, 


Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe? 5 Pein 


Since firſt ſhe trode the happy plain, 


She ſet each youthful heart on fire; 


Fach nymph does te her ſwain complain, 


That Annie Eindles new: deſire. : 


i This lovely darling, deareſt care, 


This new delight, this charming Annie, 


85 1 ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 


When Flora's fragrant breezes fan FS: WE nei 
p All. 


» 


eee 

All day the am'rous youths conveen, 

| Joyous they ſport and play before her; 

All night when the no more is ſeen, 
In. bliſsful dreams they ſtill adore her. _ 


Among the crowd Amyntor came, 
f He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie, 
His riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, 
His words were few, his Wilder many. 
Wich ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 

Kind ſhepherd, why ſhou'd I ae * 125 
Alas! your love muſt be deny d, 

This deſtin'd breaſt can ne'er relieve ba | 


Youu Damon came with Cupid's art, 
His wiles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling,. 
He ſtole away my virgin heart; 
Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, . ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 
On yonder plain the nymphs are _— 
Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfn'd, 
And leave to Damon his own, Annie. 


Leterme, 

XXIX. The wawking of the Fauld, 

Sung by P ATIE. X 

M* Peggy is a young thing, 

Jjuſt enter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May. 
Pair as the day, and always gay; 
My Peggy is a young ching, 
Andil'm not very auld, 


Yet well J like to meet hee at 
The wawking of the fauld. 
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| My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 


| (37 * 
My Peggy fpeaks ſac ſweetly, 
Whene'er we meet alane. - 
F'wiſh nae mair, to lay my care, 
I wiſh nae mair, of a' that's rare. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſac rectly, 
To a' the lave I'm cauld ; 
But ſhe gars a“ my ſpirits glow 
At wau king of the fauld. 


Whene'er Lwhiſper love, 
That I look down on a' the _ 


That I look down upon a crown; 


My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naithing gies me ſic delight, 
As wawking, of the fauld. TD 


. My Peggy ſings ſae faftly; 
hen on my pipe I play; RE 
By a' the reſt, it is confeſt, fil 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe Gngs beſt. | 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are tald, 
With innocence the wale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fauld. | 


SRRDAR RIS RRRIO IIIa bib tie. ITY 


XXX. Tune, wi inter war cauld, and my. claith=- 
? ing was thin. 


S ye | 


NW HEN rſt my dear laddie gade to the green n hil, 5 
And Lat on firſt ſey d my young {kill ;: 


To bear the milk-bowie nae pain was to me, 
When Tat the: bughtiog forgather d with thee. 
PA TIE 


— — 
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( 33 ) 
PATIE. 8 
When corn · riggs wav' d ar, and 110 hether- 
bells 
Bloom'd bonny on moor-land, and ſweet riſin g fells,. 
Nae birns, briers, or breckens gave trouble to me, 
if I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 
PEGGY. 
When thou ran, or wreſtled; or putted the ſtane, 
And came aff the victor, my. heart was ay fain: 
Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me; 
t For nane can putt; wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee, 
| PAT IE. 
© Our Jenny ſings ſaftly the Cowden broom knows, 
And Roſy lilts ſweetly the Milking the ewes; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanſy can ing, 
At Throw the wood laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring. * 
W But when my dear Peggy ſings with better {kill, 
The Boatman, Tweed - ſide, or the Lafs of the mill, 
Tis many times ſweeter and pleaſing to me 
or though they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee. ; 
n PEGGY. 
How eaſy can laſſes trow what they defire 1 i 
And praifes ſae kindly increaſes love's fire; 
Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be 
o make wy better and ſweeter for thee, 


Sd2$S$$$ 52020600460 * 4. 
XXXI. Tune, Wies my beart that we  ſoould funders 


Sung by P'ECGTY. | 

ö PEAK on ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief, 
RH * Hold up a hi that's finking under ; „ 
heſe fears that ſoon will want relief, 


When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. 


* | * 
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4 gentler face, and ſilk atire, 


Throw life to thee I ſhall 


/ . oe 


A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, 
Alake, poor me! will now conſpire 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 


No more the ſhepherd: who-excell'd 


The reſt, whole wit made them to wonder, 


Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell, 
Ah! I can die, but never ſunder, 


Ye meadows where we often ſtray'd, 
Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 


Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play d, 


Le Il loſe your ſweets when we're alunder. 


| Again, ah ! ſhall Fnever creep 


Around the know with filent duty, 


Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 


And wonder at thy manly beauty? 2 


| Hear, heaven, while folemnly I vow, 


Though thou ſhouldſt prove a wand”) ring lover, | 


rove true, 
Nor be a wife to any other. 


— 


XXXII. Corn-riggs are bouny.. 


Sung by PEGGY. 
M* Patie is a lover gay, 


His mind is never 4 EIS | 


His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 


His face is fair and ruddy, 
His thape is handſome, middle ſize; 
He's ſtately in his wawking; 


The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe; 


Lis beav'n to hear him tawking. 


4 


8 tert Ti Letter 1 


by I fo 


6 
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QC. 3F ? 

Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a-glowing. 5 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony ; 

That gars me like to ſing W 88 

O corn riggs are bonny. 


Let maidens of a ſilly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 

Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 

S We chaſtly ſhould be granting; 

Then I'll comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 

 Hc's free to touzle air or late, 

. are bonny. 


O O οοοοοοοοο 


XXIII. T che tune of, The loft. time 7 came 7 


, oer the moor. 


E blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay, 

1 Hear what my ſang diſcloſes. 

As 1 ac morning fleeping lay 

Upon a bank of roſes, 

Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me: 

He took his bonnet aff his head, 
And ſaftly fat down by me. 


Jamie though I right meikle priz d, 
Vet now I wadna ken him; 
But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 

4 ſtrave avay to fend Fr 45 


* 


But 


- 1 


4 
* ö 


( 36) 

But fondly he ſtill nearer = 
And by my fide down lying, 
His beating heart thumped ſae faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 


But till reſolving to deny, 
And angry paſſion feigning, 


I aften roughly ſhot him by, 


With words full of diſdaining. 
Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins, 
Went aff much diſcontented; 
But I in truth for a' my fins 
Ne'er haff fac fair repented. 


POSSSORDOSSSSOSSASSSRS SARI SSIS SEL ERS 60 | 


. Petticoat . 15 


I. 


EAR Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 
For how can I ſpeak without pain? 


| 1 My eyes have oft told you their wiſſies: 


WI can't you the meaning explain! ? 
II. 
My along would loſe by expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then pray don't expect a confeſſion 
Of what is too tender to name. 
HI, . 
Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, . Ix, 
How can you expect it from me ? | 
Our wiſhes thould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they thou'd be. 
IV. 


Then quickly why don't you diſcover 2 

Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine ? 
I need not tell over and over 
What I in my boſom confine, 


XXXV. COLIN's Reply 


5 J. 
F 00D Madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man muſt needs look like a fol; 
For me, I would not give a ſhilling 
For one that does love without rule. 
= II. | 
At leaſt you ſhould wait for our offers, 
Nor ſnatch like old maids in deſpair ; 
Had you liv'd to theſe years without proffers, 
Your ſighs are all ſpent in the air. N 
| III. 5 
Lou ſhould leave us to gueſs by your bluſhing, 
And not tell the matter ſo plain; 
Tis ours to be writing and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a diſdain, - 
But you're in a terrible taking, 
By all the fond oglings I fee; _ 
Ihe fruit that can fall without ſhaking, 
Indeed is too mellow for me. 5 


Kren 
XXXVI. ALLOA-HOUSE. 
| How could I venture to love one like thee, 
| Or thou not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me? 
On lords thy admirers could look with diſdain, 
And though I was nothing, yet pity my pain? 
You ſaid, when they teas'd you with nonſenſe and 
When real the paſſion the vanity's leſs; (dreſs, 
You faw through that filence which others deſpiſe, 
And while beaux were pranting read love in my eyes. 
| 24 Et © Oh 


5 ) | 

Oh! where is the nymph that like thee can ne'er 
Whoſe wit canenliven the dull pauſe of joy; (cloy, 
And when the ſweet tranſport is all at an end, 
From beautiful miſtreſs turn ſenſible friend! 
When I fee thee J love thee, but hearing adore, 
I wonder, and think yon a woman no more; 
Till mad with admiting, I cannot contain, 
And kiſling thoſe lips, find you woman again. 

In all that J write I'll thy judgment require, 
Thy taſte ſhall correct what thy love did inſpire ; * 


I'll Kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, 
And then live on friendſhip when paſſion's no more. 


aas g 


XXXVI. The Flowers of the Foreft. 


1 ſeen the ſmiling-of ſobtone beguiling : 
I've felt all her favours, and found them decay. 
So ſweet was the bleſſing, 
So fond the carefling ; 


But now. they are faded, and fled far away. 


I've ſeen the foreſt, adorned the foremoſt, 
With flowers of the faireſt both pleaſant and 827 
S8o0o bonny was their blooming, 
With ſweets the air perfuming; 
But now they are wither'd, and faded away. 


| I've ſeen the morning with gold th' hills adorning, 
And loud. tempeſts ſtorming before . 
l'pve ſeen Tweed's ſilver ſtreams 

Shining in ſunny beams; 


row ur and nts as it roll'd on its 
4 


* 


5 

Alr! Sickle fortune, why this cruel ſporting ? E 

Why thus fo perplex us, poor ſons of a dax? £ 
Nae mair your {myes can chear me, 
Nae mair your frowns can fear me; 

For the flowers of the foreſt's fled far away. 


öde Kacke HOO EBIT KG eee. 


XXXVIII. Tune, Alllba- hoi ſe. 
M* time, O ye muſes, was happily ſpent, 


When Phebe went with me wherever I went, 
Ten thouſand ſweet pleaſures I felt in my breaſt ; 
Sure never fond ſhepherd like Colin was bleſt: 
But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvelous change on a ſudden I find! 
When things were as ſine as could poſſibly be, 
I rhought cwas the ſpriug ; bur alas! it was ſhe, 


With ſuch a companion, to tend a few ſheep, 
To riſe up and play, or to lie down and ſleep 
I was ſo goed humour'd, ſo cheartul and gay, 
My heart was as light as a feather all day : 
But now I fo croſs and fo peeviſh am grown, 
So ſtrangely unealy as never was known: 
My fair one is gone, and my joys are all drown d, 
And my heart, J am ſure, it weighs more than a 
pound, | 


The fountain that wont to run ſweetly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs the peebles among, 
Thou knoweft, little Cupid, if Fhebe was there, 
Twas pleaſure to look at, 'twas muſic to hear; 
But now ſhe is abſent, I wall by its ſide, 

And ſtill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide; 
Muſt you be ſo chearful while Igo in pain? 
Peace then with your bubbling, and hear me com- 
on. 


WE When 


( 4 


when lambk ins around me would oftentimes play, | 
And when Phebe and J were as joyful as they, 
How pleaſant their ſporting, how happy the time,. 
| When ſpring, love, and beauty were all in their 858 
| prime ! Fi 
But now, in their frolics, when by. me they paſs, 
I fling at their fleeces a handful o graſs ; 
Be ſtill then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 
Jo fee you ſo merry, while I am ſo fad, 


My dog J was ever well pleaſed to ſee, 

Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog ſaid, 
Come hither, poor-fellow, and patted his head : 
But now, when he's fawning, I with a ſour look. 
Cry, Sirrah, and give him a blow with my crook; 
And Ill give bim another; for why ſhould not Tray 
Be as dull as his maſter, when Phebe's away? 


Whey walking with Phebe, what ſights have 1. 
Ll en! 

How fair was the flower, how freſh was the green! 
What a lovely appearance the trees and the fhade, 
The corn fields and hedges, and every thing made! 
But now ſhe has left me, though all are ſtill there, 

They none of them now ſo * appear; 

*Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes, 

Made ſo many beautiful proſpects ariſe. 
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Syeet muſic went with us both, all the wood thro? Eo 
The lark, linnet, throſtle, and nightingale too; 
Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet: 

But now ſhe is abſent, though ſtill they ting on, 
The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone;. 
Her voice in the concert, as now have found, 


Cave cyery thing elſe its agreeable found.. 
Roſe, 


fie hs 24s 
Roſe, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 
And where is the violet's beautiful blue? 
Does ought of their ſweetneſs the bloſſoms begulle ? 
That meadow, thoſe daiſies, why do they not {mile ? 
Ah! rivals, I ſee why it was that you dreſt, 
And made yourſelf fine ; for a place in her breaſt; 
You put on your colours to pleaſure her eye, 
To be pluck d by her hand, on her boſom to die. 


Ho ſlowly time creeps till my Phebe return? 
While amidſt the ſoft zephyr's cool breezes I burn! 
Methinks, if I knew whereabout he would tread, 


I conld breath on his wings, and 'twould melt |; 


__ down. the lead. 
Fly ſwifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 
And reſt ſo much longer for't when ſhe is here, 
Ah! Colin, old time is yet full of delay, 
Nor will budge one foot faſter for all thou canſt ſay. 


Will no pitying power, that hears me complain, 


Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain? | 
To be cur'd, thou muſt, Colin, thy paſſion remove, 
But what ſwain is {6 filly as to live without love? 
No diety bids the dear nymph to return, 


Though ne'er was poor ſhepherd ſo ſadly "27 Wo | 


Ah! what fhall I do ! I ſhall die with deſpair ! 


Take heed, all ye ſwains, how ye love one ſo fair. 
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XXXIX. The auld yelhw- Baird Laddie. 


HE yellow-hair'd laddie ſat down on you, brae, 
. Cries, Milk the ewes, laſſie, let nane'of them 


| e x 
| And ay ſhe milked, and * ay ſhe fang, | 5 
The yellou - hair d laddie ſpall be my goodman. 
an he milked, 8 


D. 2 0 85 a | "Phe 
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Theweather'is cauld, and my claithing i 18 thim; 
The ewes are new elipped, they winna bught in: 
They winna bught in tough I ſhou'd die, 

Q yellow- hair'd jaddie, be kind to me: 
They winna lug ht in, &c. 


The good wife cries butt the houſe, SOR come ben, 
The cheeſe is to mak; and the butter's to kirn. 
Though butter and cheeſe, and a' ſhou'd. ſour, . 
PI crack and kiſs wi' my love ae haff- hour; 
Tis ae haft-hour, and we's e'en make it three, 
For the Jellow- -hair'd ldd my huſband ſhall be. 


ehe ee enge B 
XI., Sweet” SUSAN. 


To the tune of, Leader-haughs. 
os 8 
HE morn was xs fair; ſift was thi air, 
all nature's ſweets were ſpringing; 35 
The buds did bow with ſilver dew; 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging: 
When on the bent, with blyth content, 
Young Jamie ſang his marrow, - 
Nae bonnier-lafs e'er trode the graſs, 
TO On; Leader-haughs-and Narrow. 
: How ſucet her face, where ev'ry grace. 
In heavenly beauty's planted; 
Her ſmiling een, and comely mein 
That nae perfection wanted. 
PII never fret, nor gan my fie, 
Hut bleſs my bonny marrow w; 
If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, | 
my mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. : 


* 


(43) | 

RIES 7 CO TA . 
: Yer though ſhe's fair, and has full fue 

Of every charm inchanting, 

Each good turns ill, and ſoon will kill 
Poor me, if love be wanting. 
O bonny laſs! have but the grace hs: ji 
I To think, cer ye gae furder, 4 
Tour joys maun flit, if ye commit X 1 
5 crying ſin of myriler. 


| My wand'ring ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt,. 
And night and day affright ye; 

But if ye're kind, with joyful mind, 
| I'll ſtudy to delight ye. 

Our years around with love thus crown . 
From all things joys ſhall borrow; 
Thus none ſhall be more bleſs'd than we 

On e and Taro. 
V. 


0 ſweeteſt-Sue ! "tis only you 

Can make life worth my wiſhes, 

If equal love your mind can move 

I 0s grant this beſt of bliſſes. 
Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt fr on 

Would blaſt me in the bloſſom: 

ut if thou ſhine, and make me 80 

| wy flouriſh i in thy boſom. 


CEEET AR ee oe oath 


XII. To the tune of e and a Wee pickle . ; a 


Have a green purfe, and a wee pickle W 
A 4 bonny piece land and planting ont: 
It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has ſtow'd ; | 

But the beſt thing. of a's yet wanting on't ; 


= Ju range Sd ho ſhady bowers, , 


„ 
Jo grace it, and trace it, 
| And gie me delight; 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, 
And comfort my ſight, . 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, 
And nae mair my lane gang ſaunt'ring on't. 


My Chriſty ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's fair 3 
Her een and her mouth are inchanting ſweet, 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gie * > 
I love while my heart gaes panting wi't. 
Thou faireſt, and deareſt, 
Delight of my mind, 
Whoſe gracious embraces 
= heaven were delign'd 
| For happieſt tranſports, and bleſſes refin'd,” 
Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet. 


For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hinds 
Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine ; 
Thus freed frac laigh care, while love fills our minds, 

Our days ſhall with pleaſure and penny thine, 
Then hear me, and chear me, 
With ſmiling conſent, | 
Believe me, and give me 
No cauſe to lament, 
Since I ne'er can be happy, till thou ſay, Content, 
- m N with my. Jem, and he «foal * mine. | 
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L And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers; 
I ſtrip the garden and the grove, 
To make a garland for my love. 


| C 3% 7). 
When in the ſultry heat of day, 

My thirſty nymph does panting lie, 

I'll haſten to the fountain's brink, 

And drain the ſtream that ſhe may drink, 


At night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 

A grafly bed I'll make my love, 
And with green boughs I'll form a ſhade, 
That nothing may her reſt invade, . 


And whilſt diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe lies, . 
Myſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe eyes; 

But gazing ſtill with fond delight, 

PII watch my charmer all the night, 


And then, as ſoon as chearful day 
Diſpels the gloomy ſhades away, 
Forth to the foreſt I'll repair, 
And find proviſion for my fair. 


Thus will I ſpend the day and night, 
Still mixing pleaſure with delight: 
Regarding nothing I endure, 

So I can eaſe for her procure, _ 


But if the maid whom thus I love, 
Shou'd e'er unkind and faithleſs prove, 
I'll ieek ſome diſmal diſtant ſhore, _ 
And never think of woman: more. . 


AU U EU EEA. 


XIIII. - Ommia vincit Amor. 
Tune, Katharine Ogie. 


A I went forth to view the ſpring, . 
Which Flora had adorned 3 


In raiment fair; now every thing 
The rage of winter ſcorned.: - 


{ 46 } 
I caſt mine eye, and did eſpy 
A. youth, who made great clamor ; | 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
Ah! onnia vincit amor. 


Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
ard by a murm ring river, 
And mournfully his doleful ſong 

With ſighs he did deliver: 

Ah! Jeany's face has comely grace, 
Her locks that ſhine like lammar, 

With burning rays have cut my days 5 5 

For omnia vincit amor. 


Her glancy een like comets ſheen, 

The morning ſun outſhining. 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And make me die with pining. 
Durſt I complain, nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 
Whoſe beauties rare make me with care 
Cry, Omnia vincit amor. 


Je cryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide,. 
Be partners of my mourning, 
Ye fragrant fields and meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning: 
Let every tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her; 
Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah ! omnia vincit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, | 4 
She long had been admired, 

And been ador'd for virtues rave, 

Wh' of life now makes me tired. | : 

Thus faid, his breath began to fail. . 4 

Rl could not ipeak, but ſtammer;, £ 


When I obſerv'd him near to death, . 
I run in haſte to ſave him, | | 
But quickly he reſign'd his breath, 
90 deep the wound love gave him, 
Now for her ſake this vow Pll make, 
My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 
While on his herſe I'll write this verſe, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


— 


Straight I conſider'd in my mind 

Upon the matter rightly, 

And found, though Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 

Tor warlike Mars, and thund'ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 

Did ever prove the ſlaves of love, 

For omnia vincit amor. 


Hence we may fee th' effects of love, 
Which gods and men keep under, 
That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break afunder : 
Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
'To learn it from his grammar : 
His heart's the book, where he's to look, 
For omnia vincit amor. ie 
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XLIV. The Laſs of St. Ofrth. 


T St. Oſyth, by the mill, 
There — 4 a lovely laſs; 
O, had I her good will, 
How gayly life would Pals | > 


(a7 ) 75 8 
He Gob'd full ſore, .and ſaid no e, 


But 9mnia vincit amor. 


1 i 
Na 


No hold intruding care 

My bliſs ſhould e'er deſtroy; 
Her ſmiles would gild deſpair, 
And brighten every joy. 


Like nature's rural ſcene, 
Her artleſs beauties charm ; 
Like them, with joys ſerene, 
Our wiſhing hearts they warm. 
Her wit, with ſweetneſs'crown'd, 
Steals every ſenſe away ; 
The liſt'ning ſwains around 
Forget the ſhort'ning-day. 


Health, freedom, wealth, and eaſe, 
Without her taſteleſs are:; 
She gives them power to pleaſe, 
And makes them worth our care. 
Is there, ye fates, a bliſs 
4 Reſerv'd for me to ſhare ? „ 
Indulgent hear my wiſh, 5 
And grant it all in her. 


CEL EEEE IE SER | 


XIV. Pali on the Green, 


T Palwart on the green, 
If you'll meet me the morn, 
Where laſſes do convene 9 
. To dance about the thorn, 
A kindly welcome you ſhall meet 
PFrae her wha likes to vier 
A lover and a lad complete, 
The lad and lover you. 


A 


9 . 
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Loet dorty dames ſay Ne, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 

While inwardly they bleeze ; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee; 

Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-maun hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 
At night, if beds be o'er thrang Hid, 
1 And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear oy 
Jo take a en of mine, 
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XLVI. Colin and Griſy parting. 


Tune, Wo's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


WI TH broken words and downcaſt eyes, 

hb I Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender: 
And, parting wich his Griſy, cries, 

Ah wo's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


To others Iam cold as ſnow, 

But kindle with thine eyes like e 5 
From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go : 

It breaks my heart that we ſhouid ſunder. 


Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 
Nor time nor place thall ever change 
1 vows, though 1 re oblig d to ſunder. 


The 
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( 50. ) 
The image of thy graceful air, 
And beauties which invite our wonder, 
'Thy lively wit and prudence rare, 
Shall {till be preſent though we ſander, 


Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; ; 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 
Always to love me though we ſunder. 


Ye gods, take care of wy dear laſs, 
That as I leave her I may find her, 
When that bleſs'd time ſhall come to pals, 

We'll meet agen, and never tunder. 


_— ET 


III. Tune, Throw the wood, laddie. 
A early I walk'd on che firſt of ſweet Mav, 


Beneath a ſteep mountain, 

Beſide a clear fountain, 
I bean a grave lute ſoft melody play, 
Whilſt the echo reſounded the dolorous lay. 


J 
1 liſten'd, and look'd, and ſpy'd a young ſw ain, by 
With aſpect diſtreſſed, 1 
And ſpirits oppreſſed, 
Seem'd cleari ing afreſh like the {ky after rain, | 
And thus he diſcover d how he ſtrave with his pain. 


'T hough Eliſa be coy, why ſhou'd I repine, 
That a maid much above me, | 
Vouchſafes not to love me ? 
In her high ſphere of worth I never cou'd ſhine ; : 
Then Pp COWS L ieck to Aebaſe her to mine 50 9 
0; Ly 


„ 
No henceforth eſteem ſhall govern my defire, 
And, in due ſubjection, 
Retain warm atteCtion ; 
To ſhew that ſelf-love inflames not my fire, 
And that no other ſwain can more humbly admire. 


When paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my breaſt, 
Then quiet returning, 
| Shall huſh my fad mourning; 
| | And, lord of myſelf, in abſolute reſt, 
III hug the condition which heaven ſhall think beſt. 


Thus friendſhip unmix'd, and wholly ren , 
| May till be reſpected, 
11 Though love is rejected : 
4 Eliſa ſhall own, though to love not inclin'd, 
| F That the ne'er had a friend like her lover reſign'd, 


May the fortunate youth who hereafter ſhall woo 

2 With proſp'rous endeavour, | 
And gain her dear favour, 

Know, as well as I, what t' Eliſa is due, 

Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true, 


$ Whit], diſengag'd from all amorous car res, 
N Sweet liberty taſting, 

1 On calmeſt peace feaſting, 

A Employing my reaſon to dry up my tears, 
In hopes of heaven's blifſes I'll ſpend my few years. 


Ye powers, that preſide o'er virtuous love, 
Come aid me with paticnce, 

To bear my vexations; | 
With equal deſires my fluttring heart move, 
Wich ſentiments purett my notions improve. 


I love in his fetters e' er catch me again, 
| May courage protect me, 
And prudence direct me; 


E. 2 Prepar'd 


(. 82 ) 


Prepar'd for all "IRA rememb'ring the Grain, 
i * grew 2 wile. after loying in van. 
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1 XVII. ROSIIN CASTLE, 
| | | | 15 8 
1 Tag. in oe ſeaſon vf the year 


When all chings gay and ſweet appear. 
| That Colin with the morning ray, 
N Aroſe and ſung his rural lay. 


1 8 Of Me 8 charms the ſhepherd 49508 4 
| The hills an dales with Nanny rung; -- 
While Roſlin Caſtle heard the wan, 7 
1 And echo d back the chearful ftrain. | 

000 
Auake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring. 
| With rapture warms ; awake and ug: 
17 Awake and join the vocal throng, 
And hail the wing a a Jang. 

To ROY raiſe the chearful lay, 

O! bid her haſte and come away; . 
In ſweeteſt; ſmiles herſelf adorn, _ LE 

And add new graces I tO ae morn. | 


9 
— 
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O hark! my love, on ev ry ſpray, 

Each feather'd. warbler tunes his lay; 355 
"Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, „„ . 
And love 9 the welting ſong. 5 
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Then let my raptur · d notes ariſe, 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes; 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills. * tool with ſweet alarms. . 
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. 
Gcome! my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls; O come away: 
Come, while the/muſe her wreath ſhall twine 
Around that modeſt brow of thine. 

VIII. 

O hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty blooming. like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces that ſo ſweetly ſhine, 
And charm this raviſh'd breaſt of mine; 


S00000 EDDIE  OOOGOGO 


XIIX. Hap me with thy Petticoat. 


0 Bell, thy looks have kil'd | my heart, 
I paſs the day in pain, 
When noe returns I feel the ſmart, 
4 And with for thee in vain, - 
I'm ſtarving cold while thou art warm: 
_ Have pity and incline, 
And grant me for a hap that charm- 

ing petticaat of thine... 


My raviſh'd fancy i in amaze ' 
A3till wanders o'er thy 3 | 

Deluſive dreams ten thouſand ways 
A Preſent 'thee to my - arms. 
But waking think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline | 
Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 

Tais panting breaſt of mine. 


H Faint, Ifail, I wildly rove, 
Becauſe you till deny BEN . 
2B The juſt reward that's due to love, | 
#1 Aud let true 2 4 | N 


W 
Oha turn, and let compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely breaſt of thine; FE. 
Thy petticoat would give me cafe, © » N 
If thou and it were mine. | 


Sure heaven has fitted for delight 
That beauteous form of thine ;_ 
And thou'rt too good its laws to light, 

By hind'ring the deſign. 

May all the pow'rs of love agree, 
At length to make thee mine, 
Or looſe my chains and ſet me free 

From ev'ry charm of thine. 
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"LE: @ my heavy. heart... 


Þ une of, The broom-of Cowdenknows. 
O My heart, my heavy, r 85 
Swells as *twou'd burſt in twain! 
No tongue can e'er deſcribe its ſmart; 
Nor I conceal its pain, 
BE | | II. 
Z Blow on, ye winds, deſcend, ſoft rains, | 
'W To ſooth my tender grief : 
| Your ſolemn muſic lulls my pain, 
= And yields me ſhort xelief, 
mn bdeart, Sc - 
111 e 
| Tn ſome lone corner would I fit, | 
bi Retir'd from human kind: 8 
| Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor ſparkling wit, 
Can eafe my anxious mind 
my heart, &c. 
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The fan which makes all nature gay; 
Torments my weary eyes; 

And in dark ſhades I pals the day, 
Where echo fleeping lies. 

O my heart, & c. 

J V. 

The ſparkling ſtars which gaily ſhine, 

And glitt'ring deck the night, 

Are all ſuch cruel foes of mine, 
I ficken at the ſight, 

O my heart, &c. | 


VI. 

The gods chemſelves their AD OY OE s 
Who do their aid implore; _ 
O learn of them, and. bleſs the nymph | 

Who only you adore. 

0 my heart, Kc. 
2 VII. 
The ſtrongeſt paſſion of the mind, 

Ihe greateſt bliſs we know, 5 
Ariſes from ſucceſsful . 

If not, the omen WO. 
0 my heart, &c. 


SUSPHOOIRSORSERSOSIAISSHORSSSS 606606 
LI. 
7 E 8 PA I R IN G beſide a clear e 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 

And while a alle nymph was his theme; + 

A willow ſupported his head. 

The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 

Ran mour ufully n ing by. 


Alas! 
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Alas! ſilly fwain that I was; gi 


(Thus fadly complaining he cry'd) ; 
When firft I beheld that fair face, 
Twere better by far I had dy'd-: 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd her dear tongue; 
When ſhe ſmil'd it was pleaſure too great 
J liſten'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet! 


How fooliſh was I to believe, 
She could dote on ſo lowly a clown, 


Or that her fond heart would not grieve,” 


To forſake the fine folk of the town; 
To think that a beauty fo gay, 7 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in grey, . 
Or live in a cottage on love? 


What though I have {kill to complain, | 
Though the muſes my temples have crown'd, 
What though, when they hear my ſoft ſtrains, 


The virgins: ſit weeping around? 


Ah, Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 


_ Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign, 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, . 
Whole muſic is ſweeter than. thine... 


All you, my companions 1o dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd,.. 
Whatever I-ſuffer, forbear, 45 
Forbear to aceuſe the falſe maic. 
Though through the wide world I ſhould range, 
Lis in vain from my fortune to fly; 


was hers to be falſe and to change, 


_ *Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 


In her breaſt any pity is found, ; 


* 
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And when the looks down on my grave, 


Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 


LII. Tune, Blink over the burn, fweet Betty, 


That other beauties diſproving, 


C57 x 

Let her come with the nymphs oß the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground: 

The laft humble boon that I icrave, 

Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 


Let her own that her ſhepherd was trus. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array; 

Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, | 
And frolic it all the long day: 

While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of or ſeen, 


His ghoſt {ſhall glide over. r che green. 


| ttt 


EAVE kindred and friends, ſweet Berty,,. 
Leave kindred and friends for me: 

Aſſur'd thy ſervant is ſteddy 

To love, to honour, and thee. 
The gifts of nature and fortune 

May fly by chance as they came; 
They're grounds the deſtinies ſport on, 

But virtue is ever the ſame. 


Although my fancy were roving, 
Thy charms ſo heavenly appear, 


I'd worſhip thine only, my dear, 
And ſhou'd life's ſorrows embitter 

The pleaſure we promis d our loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan aſunder, like doves. 


Oh! 
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His life was dull without her. 


F . 
Oh! were I but once ſo bleſled, 
To graſp my love in my arms? 
By thee to be graſp'd ! and kifſed ! 
And live on thy heaven of charms ; 
I'd laugh at fortune's caprices, 
Shou'd fortune capricious prove ; 
Though death ſhou'd tear me to pieces, 
I'd die a martyr to love. 


eee 
IIII. The Colliers bonny Lalſie. 
"SE collier has a daughter, | 
1 And O ſhe's wonder bonny ; 


A laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in lands and money: 


The tutors watch'd the motion 


Of this young honeſt lover; 


But love is like the ocean; 


Wha can its depth diſcover !_ 


He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected ; 
His airs ſat round him eaſy, 
Gentceel, but unaffected. 
The collier's bonny laſſie, 
Fair as the ney- blown lillie, 


Ay ſwest, and wer ſaucy, 


Sccur'd the heart of Willie. 


He lord beyond expreſſion 
The charms that were about her, 
And panted for poſſeſſion, LR 


After: 
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TY" 
After mature reſolving, 
(Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames diflolving, 
le tenderly thus tell'd her: 


My bonny collier's daughter, 
Let nacthing diſcompoſe ye, 
"Tis no your ſcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
For I have gear in plenty, 
And love ſays, *tis my duty 
Io ware what heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty, 
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LIV. Tune, Peggy, I muſt love thee. 
ENE A'UH a beech's grateful ſhade, 


Young Colin lay complaining ; 
He ſigh'd, avd ſeem'd to love a maid, 
1 Without hopes of obtaining : 
For thus the twain indulg'd his grief, 
4 Though pity cannot move thee, 
Though thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Vet, Peggy, 1 mult love thee. 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
That thus you cruelly uſe him? 
If love's a fault, 'tis that alone Pte 
For which you ſhould excuſe him ! 
Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 
This fire by which 1 languiſi; 8 
Tis thou alone can quench the fame, 


And cool its ſcorching anguiſh, 


* 60 * 
Tor chee 1 leave the ſportive plain, 
When ev'ry maid invites me; 
For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights me: 
This love that fires my faithful heart 
By all but thee's commended. 
Oh i would thou act ſo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 


That beauteous breaſt, ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over, 
Vet it defends thy heart like ſteel, 
*Gainft thy deſpairing lover. 
Alas ! though ſhould it ne'er relent, 
Nor Colin's care e'er move thee, 
Tet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
* Peggy, J muſt love thee. 


/ 
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LV. To the tune of, Come kiſs with me, came 
clap with me, &c. 


oer. 
M*. Jocky blyth, for what-thou'ſt done, 
There is nae help nor mending; 
For thou haſt jogg'd me out of tune, 
For a' thy fair pretending. 
My mither ſees a change on me, 
For my complexion daſhes, 
And this, alas! has been with thee 
Sac late amang the raſhes. 
oon 
My Peggy, what I've ſaid I'll do, 
Io free thee frae her ſcouling. 
Come then and let us buckle to, 
Nae langer let's be fooling; 


Tor 


1 
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For her content I inſtant wed, | 
Since thy complexion daſhes ; 15 


And then we'll try a feather-bed, 


"T'is ſafter than the raſhes. = Re 
PE@GH,- 1 


Then, Jocky, fince thy love's ſac true, 


Let mither ſcoul, I'm ealy : 
Sac lang's I live I ne'er ſhall rue 
For what I've done to pleaſe thee, 


And there's my hand I'ſe ne'er complain: 


Oh ! weel's me on the raſhes ; 


Y Wu ene er thou likes I'Il do't again, 


And a fi g for a' their claſhes. 


MONO) Mee N e 
EVI. The Higbland Laddie. 


8 Lawland lads think they are fine; 


But O they're vain and idly gaudy ! 
How much unlike that gracefu' mein, 


And manly looks of my Highland laddie? 2 


| my bonny, bonny Highland laddie, 


My handſome charming Highland laddie ; 
May heaven flill guard, and love reward 
Our Lawland laſs and her Higbland laddie. 


If I were free at will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 


Wich bonnet blew, and belted plaidy 
O my bonny, &c. 


The braweſt beau in pets. town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 

Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy, 

0 my _ Ke, 
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Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
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O'er benty hill with him Il run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and dady; 


He'll ſcreen me with his Highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &C. 


A painted room, and filken bed, 

May pleaſe a Lawland laird and lacy ; 
But I can kils and be as glad, 

Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy. 
| 7 my bonny, &c. 


Few compliments between us paſs, 

I ca*' him my dear Highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his Lawiand laſs, © 
gSyne rows me in Þeneath his plaidy. 
O my benny. Bec. 


Nae greater joy I'll cer pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and Ready, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, | 
While heaven preſerves my Highland hade. 
© my bonny, bonny Highland ladzie, 
My handſome charming Highland laddie: yy 
May heaven fiill guard, and live reward 
Our Lauland laſs and her Highland laddie. 
SEEPESHESSISSISESSISÞHS$E$ÞÞS C 
LVII. The Highland Laſſie. 
1 Lawland maids gang trig and ſine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſaucy; 
Sae proud, they never can be kind 
Lise my good-humour'd Highland lallie 
0 my benny, bonny Highland laſſie, 
My hearty ſmiling Highland laſſie, 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 


But blcom of . il bleſs my 4 e. 
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Than ony laſs in burrows town, 
Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottie, 
I'd tak my Katty but a gown, 
Bare-footed in her little coatie. 
O my bonny, &c. | 


Beneath the brier or brecker buſh, 
Whene'er J kiſs and court my dautie ; 
Happy and blyth as ane wad with, 
My flighteren heart gangs pittie pattie. 
3 O my bonny, &c. 


Oeer higheſt heathery hills I'll ſtenn 
} With cockit gun and ratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 

To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty, 
0 my benny, &c. 


There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word 

Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can wield my truſty ſword, 
Or frae my fide whiſk out a whinger, 
O my bouny, &c. 5 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 0 

And berries ripe invite my treaſure 
To range with me; let great fowk gloom, _ 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure: 
O my bonny, benny Highland |. e, | 
My lovely ſniling Highland Mer. | 
May never care make thee leſs Fair, 


But bloom of yauth ſtill bleſs my 440. . 


F 2 LVIIr, 


han 


at th 


LVI. The TOE. | 


J. 
YE nymphs and filvan gods, 
That love green fields and woods. 
When ſpring newly born herſelf does adorn 
| With flowers and blooming buds: - 


Come fing in the praiſe, while flocks do graze- 
——_ On yonder pleaſant vale, 
| + Of thoſe that chuſe to milk their ewes, 


And in cold dews, with clouted ſhoes, 
To carry the milking- pail. 
3 
\ You goddeſs of the morn, 
Wi.iith bluſhes you adorn, 
And take the freſh air, whilſt linnets prepare 
A conſort on each green thorn : 
j The blackbird and thruſb, on every buſh, 
And the charming nightingale, 
mn merry vein, their throats do ſtrain, 
3 entertain the jolly train 
if Of thoſe of the milking- pail. 
3 ; III. 
When cold bleak winds do roar; 
And flowers wilt ſpring no more, 
The fields that were ſeen ſo pleaſant and green, 
With winter's all candied o'er, | 
See how the town laſs looks with her white face,. 
And her lips fo deadly pale! 
But it is not ſo. with thoſe that go 
Through froſt and ſnow, with Theeks that glow, 
. And carry the mülking pail. 
IV. 


The miſs of courtly mold, 
Adorn'd with pearls and gold, 
| With, 
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5 With waſhes and paint her ſkin does ſo taint, 
She's wither'd before ſhe's old: 
While the of commode puts on a cart-load, 
1 And with cuſhions plumps her tail, 
What joys are found in ruſhy ground, 
| Young plump and round, nay ſweet and ſound, 
Of thoſe of the —— -pall, 
You girls of Venus game, 
; That venture health and fame, 
In practiſing feats, with cold and heats, 
3 Make lovers grow blind and lame : 
lf men were ſo wiſe to value the prize 
Y Of wares moſt fit for fale, | 
/ What ſtore of beaux would daub their cloaths, | 
Lo tave a noſe, by following of thoſe. 
= Whocarry Wok milking-pail? 
5 4 & ER +, 
The country lad is free 
i. From fears and jealous, = 
bY! Whilf upon the green he is often ſeen 
A With his laſs upon his knee; 
Wich kifles moſt ſweet he doth her ſo treat, 
1 And ſwears ſhe'll never grow ſtale ; 
but the London laſs, in ev'ry place, 
Wich brazen face defpiſes the grace 
Of thole of the e 
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IIX. Still bed the. Man. 

WW HAT w woman could do, Ihave ery'd to be free, 
Yet do all I can, 

End J love him, and though' he flies me, 

Still, ſtill, he's the man. Fr 

| C 3 They 


G 
They tell me at once, he to twenty will ſwearz i 
When vows are ſo ſweet, who the falſehood can fear? 
| . S800 when you have ſaid: all Te can, i 
A SZtill,—ſtill he's che man. 
II. 
I caught him once making lows to a maid, 
When to him I ran, 
He turn'd, and he kiſs'd i ns, then who cou'd upbraid 
So civil a man? 
The next day I found to a third he was kind, 
I rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind ; 
So let me do what I can, 
Still,— ſtill he's the man- G 
„ IR. . 0 
All the world bids me beware of his art: 
175 I do what I can; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 
; I doubt he's the man! 
80 ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his faults, but if none I can ind, 
Who can do more than they can, 
He, —ſtill is the man. 


FFF 


— 


IL 
7 HEN the bright god of day 
Drove weſtward his ray, 
And the evening was charming and clear, 
The ſwallows amain 
Nimbly ſkim: ofer the plain, 
And our {hadows like giants appear. 


| 
” ; 5 
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f 


N 
II. 
In a jeſſamine bower, 
When the bean was in flower, 
And zephyrs breath'd odours MASI 
Lov'd Celia the fat 
With her ſong and ſpinet, 
And ſhe charm'd all * grove with her ſound. 
Wa 
Roſy bowers ſhe ſung, . 
Whilſt the harmony rung, 
And the birds they all flutt'ring arrive, 
The induſtrious bees, 
From the flowers and the trees, 


Gently hum with their ſweets to the hive, | 
IV. 


The gay god of love, ER: 


As he flew o'er the grove, 


Zy zephyrs conducted along; 


As he touch'd on the ſtrings, . 

He beat time with his wings, 
And echo repeated the ſong. 

O ye mortals beware 

How ye venture too near, 
Love doubly is armed to wound: 

Your fate you can't ſhun, 

For you're ſurely undone, 
If you rathly n near the ſound. 


SESSSSSSSISSISESSSSESSSSHSISSFESSHD 10S) 


e Ey gar rub ber er wi Strae. 


IN ye meet a bonny lafſie, 1 
Gie her a kiſs and let her gae; 0 
But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, : | 
By gar rub. her o'er wi' ſtrae. 


» LE 


| ( 68. P- 
Be fare ye dinna quit the grip 
„Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld age your. vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youths a blyth and heartſome time; 
. Then, lads and "laſfes, while *tis May, 
_ Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay, 


Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 

| On you, if the kepp ony ſkaith. 


Haith ye're ill-bred; ſhe'll [ſmiling ſay, 
. Ye'll worry me, ye greedy roo: : 


Fauyne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 


And hide herſelf in ſome dark nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
Where lies the happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na- ſays are haff a grant. 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſwcetly toolie for a kiſs : 
Erac her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs. 


Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Are of the gods indulgent grant: 
Then, ſurly carls, whiſht, forbear- 


Jo plague us-with your whining cant, 


"It: -; 
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ILXII. The young Laird and Edinburgh Katy, 
OW wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 


N Coming down the ſtreet, my jo? 

My miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, 
Fow bonny, braw, and ſweet, my-jo. 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 
That never wiſh'd a lover ill, 

Since ye're out of your mither's ſight, 

Let's take a wauk up to the hill. 


O Katy, wiltu' gang wr me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while; 
The bloflom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a' the ſimmer's gaun to ſmile: | | 
The mavis, nightingale and lark, _ TY ts, 
The bleating lambs, and whiſtling > | 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw, and park, 

Will nouriſh health, and glad ye're min. 


Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends his morning - draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſomèꝭ burn- ide and play, 
And gather flow'rs to buſk ye'r brow ;. 
We'll pon the daifies on the green, 
The lucken gowans frac the bog: 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, TVS 
And jport upo' the velvet fog. | 


There up into a pleaſant hi 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
A canny, ſaft, and flow'ry den, 
Which circling birks have form'd a bow'r: 
Whene'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove, 
There will J lock thee in mine arm, 


And love and Kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


LXIII. 


«26-26 
Ix, XATT's Arfwer. 


M* mither" s ay glowran o'er me, 
Though ſhe did the ſame before me: 


I canna. get leave : 
I 0o look to my loove, 
| Or elſe ſhe'll be like 10 devour me. | 
Right fain wad J take ye're offer = - 
Sweet Sir, bur I'll tine my tocher; 
Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, | - 
And wyte ye're poor Kate, 
When'er ye keek in your toom coffer. 1 
For though my father has plenty | 
Of filler and pleniſhing dainty, 1 
5 Fet he's unco ſweer 
| To twin wi' his gear; 9 
And ſae we had need to be tenty. ; 
Tutor my parents wi” caution, 
Be wylic in ilka motion; et | 
| Brag well o ye 'r land, J 
And there's my leal hand, 
Win them, I'Il be at your devotion. | | I 
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LXIV. Celia's Refleflions on herſelf for ſighting - 
 Philander's Love. 


To the tune of, The gallant ſhcemaker, : 

7 OUNG Philander woo'd me lang, 1 
But I was peeviſh and forbad him, 

ILwadna tent his loving ſang ; | 4 
But now 1 wiſh, Iwiſh I had him: 3 * 


5 


— 7. 
Ik mornlng when I view my glaſs, 
Then I perceive my beauty goings 
And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, 
Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 


My beauty, anes ſo much admir d, 
[ find it fading faſt, and flying, 
My cheeks, which coral-like Oar 
Gro pale, the broken blood e 
Ah! we may ſee ourſelves to be, 
Like fummer-fruit that is unſhaken ; 
When ripe they ſoon fall down and die, 
And by corruption quickly taken, 


Uſe then your time, ye virgins fair, 
Employ your day before * tis evil; 
Fifteen is a ſeaſon rare, 
But five and twenty is the devil. 
J when ripe, conſent unto't, 
Hug nae mair your lanely pillow ; 5 
Women are like otker fruit, 
They loſe their reliſ when too mellow. 


If opportunity be loſt, 
You'll find it hard to be reavineds; 
Which now may tell to my coft, 
Though but myſell nane can be bamed: 
If then your fortune you reſpect, 
Take the occaſion when it offers ; 
Nor a true lover's ſuit neglect, 


Leſt you be ſcoff d for being ſcoffers. 


I, by his fond exprefions, thought, 

That in his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 
But now, alas! tis turn'd to nought, 

And, paſt my hope, he's gane a- ranging. 
Dear maidens, then take my advice, 

And let na coyneſs prove your ruin; 


/ n 
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For 
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ba IXv. The young Ladies Thanks to the enn 
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. if ye be o'er fooliſh nice, 
Your lovers will give over wooing. 


Then maidens auld you nam'd will be, 


And in that fretfu' rank be number'd, 
As lang as life; and when ye die, 
With leading apes be ever cumber'd: 


A puniſhment, and hated brand, 


With which nane of us are contented; 
Then be not wiſe behind the hand, 
That the miſtake may be pr evented. 


Virgin, for er Wen Advice. | 


O * Virgin kind! we canna tell 


How many many thanks we owe you, 
For pointing out to us ſae well 
Thoſe very rocks that did o'erthrow you; 
And we your leſſon ſac thall mind, 
That eben though a' our kin had ſwore it, 
Fre we ſhall be an hour behind, 
Well take a year or twa before 1 it. 


7 We'll catch all winds blaw in our ſails, 


And {till keep out our flag and pumet; 
If young Philander anes aſſails 
To ſtorm love's fort, then he ſhall win it: 


. We may indeed, for modeſty, 


Preſent our "ESR for reſiſtance ; 
But we fhall quickly lay them by, 
Ang contribute to his aſliſtance. 


—— 
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LXVI. 


heal the wound a bee had made 
Upon my Kitty's face, 
Money upon her cheek ſhe laid, 
And bid me kiſs the place. 


Pleas'd, T obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both ſweet and our, 

The honey on my lips I found, 
my ſting within my — 


Fg - 
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LXVIL, 


ES I could wyek if I could find 
A miſtreſs fitted to my mind, 
Whom neither gold nor pride could move, 
To change her virtue or her love: 


Loves te go neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for my ſelf and not for mine ; 
Not city-proud, nor nice and a 0 
But full of love and full of joy : 


Not childiſh young, nor beldame old, 
Nor fiery hot, nor icy cold, 

Not gravely wiſe to rule the ſtate, 
Not fooliſh to be pointed at : | 


Not worldly rich, nor baſely poor, 
Not chaſte, nor a reputed whore: 
If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 
Fray, Sir, intitle me her lover. 


G vn 
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LXVIII. The wayward Wife. 
„ my ſon, you little know 
The ſorrows that from . flow-; 
Farewel to ev'ry day of eaſe, 
When you've gotten a wife to pleaſe: 
Sae bide you yet, and bide you yet, 
Ye little ken what's to betide you yet; 


The half of that will gane you yet, 
| if a wayward wife obtain you yet. 


When I like you was young and free, 
I valued not the proudeſt ſhe; 
Like you I vainly boaſted then, 
That men alone were born to reign ; ; 
But bide you yet, &c. 


Great Hercules and gamſim too, 
Mere ſtronger men than I or you; 
Yet they were bafled by their tears, 
And felt the diſtaff and the ſheers; 
Sae bide you yet, &c. 


Stout gates of braſs, and well built walls, 
Are proof gainſt ſwords, and cannon balls; 
But nought is found by ſea or land, 
That can a wayward wife withſtand : 
- Sae hide you yet, and bide you yet, 

Ye little ken what's to betide you yet: 

The half of that. will gane you yet, 

Fa wayward wife obtain you yet. 


: tires etre, 


. The auld a. . 


12 in an evening forth I went, 
A little before the ſug. gade down, 


k 


. 

And there I chanc'd by accident, 

Jo light on a battle new begun. 
A man and his wife was fa'n in a ſtrife, 

L canna well tell you how it began; 

But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched life, | 

And cry'd ever, Alake, my auld e 

H E. 
Fhy auld goodman that thou tell of, 
The country kens where he was born, 
Was but a filly poor vagabond, 
And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn ; 

For he did ſpend, and make an end 
Of gear that his forefathers wan, 

He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, 

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman, 

| SHE. 
My heart, alake, is liken to break, 
When think on my. winſom John, 

His blinkin eye, and gate ſae free, | 
Was naething like thee, thou doſen'd drone. 
His roſie face; and flaxen hair, 

And a ſkin as white as ony ſwan, wo 1 
Was large and tall, and comely withal, 
And thoul't never be like my auld goodaman.. | 

HE, 
Why doſt: chav pleen? I thee maintain, 

For meal and mawrt thou diſna want; 
But thy wild bees I canna pleaſe, 

Now when our gear 'gins to grow ſcant, 

Of houſehold ſtuff thou haſt enough, 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 
of ſiklike ware he lefc thee bare, 

Sac tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 

. 

ves 1 may tell, and fret myſell, 

Ta think on theſe biyth days I had,. 

1 | G z. 5 When 


She's drunken her lark that cover d. her rarely. 


; (726) 
When he and I together lay 
In arms into a well-made bed; 
But now I ſigh and may be ſad, 
Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 
Thou falds thy feet, and fas aſleep, 
And thoul't ne'er. be like my auld goodman. 


Then coming was the night ſae dark, 

And gane was a' the light o' day; 
The carl was fear'd to miſs his mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer ſtay ; 3 
Then up he gat, and ran his way, 

I trow the wife the day ſhe wan, 
And ay the o'erward of the fray. 

Was ever, Aale, „ my auld geodman. 


LXX. The drunken 2 Wiſe « 0 Galway. 8 | 


OWN in yon, meadow a couple did tarry, 
The wife ſhe drank n but wine and 
canary; N 
The gang he complain'd to her fr 1 right 
KAitly. 
0h! gin my wife wad drink bool and fairly. | 


Firſt ſhe drank Crommy, and ſyne ſhe drank Garie, 
Since, ſhe has drunken my bonny gray marie, l 
That carried me throw the dubs and the lairie. 

Ae 0G a 


She's draadkbn her 1 ſae has ſhe her ſhoon : 
And now ſhe has drunken her bonny new gown ; 


> - 
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2 Kc. 
Wad: 


iY 


tie, hs 1 
Wad ſhe drink her ain things, I wad nae much care; 
But when ſhe drinks my claiths, I canna well fpare, 


When I'm wi my gollips, it angers me ſair ly, 
0h! &c. 


My Sunday's coat ſhe has laid in a wad, 
The beſt blue bonnet was e'er o' my head; 

At kirk and at market I'm cover'd but barely. 
-081- GE... 


The bonny white mittens I wore on my hands, 

To her neighbour's wife ſhe's laid them in pawns; 

My bane headed ſtaff, that I O'S; ſo dear * T7 
Oh! Kc. | 


I never was for wrangling r nor ſtrife, 


Nor did I deny her the comforts of life, 
For when there” SA WF, K m ay or a par ley. 
Oh! &c.. 


When there's ony money ſhe maun akerp the pur ie, 

If I ſeck a baubie ſhe'll ſcold and the'll curſe; 

She lives like a queen, I ſcrimped and iparely. 
Oh! KMW. 


A pint wi” her kimmers I wad her allow; 3 
Zut when ſhe ſits down ſhe drinks till ſhe” $ \fou; * we 
And when ſhe is fou, ſhe's unco campſtaric. 

Oh! &C, 


When us comes to the tr ect, the roars and ſhe 
rants; 
Has no fear of her neighbours, or minds the houſs 
Wants; 
Roars ſome fooliſh ſang, like Up your heart Charlie. 
Uh! 


And when lis comes - hae. me lays on che lads, 1 5 
She calls the laſſes baith bitches and jads, 


And me my ain ſell an auld cuckold carlie. 
- Oh! &c. EE 8 3 | r 


„ 


N winter when the rain rain'd cauld,.. 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 

And Boreas, with his blaſts fae bald, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill: 
Then Bell, my wife, wha loes na ſtrife, 
3 ſaid to me right haſtily, 

Get up, goodman, ſave Crommy's life, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My Crommy is an uſeful cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good kine; 
Aft has ſhe wat the bairns's mou, 
And I am laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne; 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 
The ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 
Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear 
But now tis ſcantly worth a groat. 
For J have worn't this thretty year; 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 
Me little ken- the day we'll die: 
Then I'll be proud, ſince I have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 


5 In days when our King Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt bo t haff a crown; 35 
He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 

And ca'd the taylor thief and loun. 
He was the king that wore the crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 
Tis pride puts a' the country down, 

Sas tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


LXXI. Tak your auld Cloak about vor 
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Tery land has its ain laigh, 

II x kind of corn it has its hool 

I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule. 

Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they ate gir ded gallantly, 

While I fit hurklen in the aſc ? 

I'll hae a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wat *tis thretty years 1 
Since we did ane anither ken; if 

And we have had between us twa, . 

Of lads and bonny laſſes ten: 

Now they are women grown and men, 

Il with and pray well may they be; 

And if you prove a good huſband, 


Een tak your auld cloak about ye, 


Bell, my wife, ſhe loves na ſtrife; | — 
But ſhe wad guide me if me can, — ll 
And to maintain an eaſy life, 
I aft maun yield, though I'm goodman "RI 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye gie her a' the plea; ' 
Then I'll hw aff where I began, 
And tak my auld cloak about me. 


: rr SHOES SSS 
LXXII. The loving Laſs and Spinning e. 
A 8. J fat at my ſpinning-wheell, 

A bonny lad was paſſing by: 
Fview'd him round, and lik'd him well, 
| For trouth he had a glancing eye. 
My heart new panting gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning· wheel. 


With looks all kindneſs he drew near, „ 
And. ſtill mair lovely did appear: Ant Þ}| 


2 ne * 
And Wound about my ſlender waiſt- 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd :. 
To kiſs my hand, ſyne down did et, 
As I fat at my ſpinning-wheel. 


My milk-white hands he did extol; 
And prais'd my fingers lang and ſmall, . 
And ſaid, there was nd tags fair 
That ever could with me compare. 
Theſe words into my heart did ſteal, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


Although I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he wad never be Yeny'd,. 

But ſtill declar'd his love the mair, 

Until my heart was wounded fair : 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, . 
Yer ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel, 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 
My winnels and my ſpinning-wheel ; 
He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 
And gang with him to yonder mead, * - 
My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yet ftill I turn'd my ſpinning- Wheel. 


About my neck his arm. he laid; — 
And whiſper'd, Riſe, my bonny maid, . 
And with me to yon hay-cock go, 
III teach thee better wark to do, 
In truth I loo'd the motion weel, 
And loot alane my ſpinning-wheel:. 


4 Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 

Then with my bonny lad J lay; 

What laſſie young and ſaft as I, 

Cou'd fic a handſome lad deny: 2 

Theſe pleaſures I cannot — N 

That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning- wheel. el 
wf. ĩͤ a gore Legs LXXIII. 
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LXXIII. | 


EI a ſet of ſober aſſes 
Rail againſt the joys of drinking: 
While water, tea, 
And milk agree, 
To ſet cold brains a- thinking; 
Power and wealth, 
Beauty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd : 
Joys abound, | 
Pleaſure's found 1 
Only where the glaſs goes round. 


The ancient ſects on happineſs 
All differ'd in opinion; 
But wiſer rules 
Of modern ſchools, N 
In wine fix their dominion, 5 
Pouer and wealth, &c. 


Wine gives the lover vigour, 
Makes glow the cheeks of beauty,. 

Makes poets write, 

And ſoldiers fight, | 8 
And fitendſhip do its duty, _ . 


Wine was the only Helicon, 
Whence poets are long-liv'd ſo; 
»Twas no other main, 
Than briſk champaign, 
Whence Venus was deriv'd too... 


When heay' n in Pandora's box. 
All kinds of ill had ſent us, 


1 
In a merry mood, 


A bottle of good 
Was cork'd up to content us. 75 


All virtues wine is nurſe to, 
Of ev'ry vice deſtroyer, 
_ Gives dullards wit, 
Makes juſt the cit, 
Truth forces from the lawyer. 


Wine ſets our joys a-flowing, 

Our care and ſorrow drowning. 
Who rails at the bowl, 
Is a Turk in's ſoul, 

And a Chriſtian ne ier ſhould own him: * 
Peu and uealth, Kc. 1 2 
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LXXIV. 


Com 'OME - jolly Bacchus, god of wine,. | 
- Crown this night with pleaſure; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
I o0o deſtroy our pleaſure. 

Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May drink and fing without controul,. 
10 ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Quardian te our pleaſure; 

| That, under thy protection, we 

May enjoy new pleaſure: 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 

Live and. dic with: pleature.. 


LXXYV; 
U by 
we 
* 
1 


1 -  90 


B 


* 5 


LXXV. 


TOLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes ; 5 
Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph with all her graces: | 
Who'd for love or beauty pine? 1 


Look upon this bowl that's flowing, „ 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, | i 

More than in Chloe when juſt going, | | 
In the moment to be kind, 


Alexander hated thinking, | 
Drank about at council-board ; if 

& Made friends, and gain'd the word 4 drinking, — 
More than 15 his conquering ſword, 


2 
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LXXVI. 


Log off your fooliſh prating, [4 
Talk no more of Whig and Torry, - 
But drink your glaſs, 

Round let it pals, 
The bottle ſtands before ve, 
Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with mirth be crown n'd, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and friendſhip {till 89 round, 


If claret be a blefling, 

This night devote to pleaſure ;, 
Let wordly cares, | 
And ſtate-affairs, | 

Be thought on at more leiſure 3 


. 
Fill it up to the top, 


Let the night with joy be crown'd, 


Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and friendſhip til go round. 


If any is ſo zealous, 
To be a. party-minion, 


Let him drink like me, 
We'll ſoon agree, 
And be of one opinion: 


Drink about, ſee it out, 


13 the night with j Joy be crown'd. 


LXXVII, 


La ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe, 
And money be the miſer's wiſh, 


Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh: 


is wine, pure wine revives ſad ſouls ; 
7 berefore fill us the chearing bowls, 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 


And in a lover's lock delight, 


And artificial colours wear: 
Pure wine is native red and white: 
i wine; Ke. 7 


Fill your glaſs, name your laſs, 
See her health go ſweetly round, 


erke k nee. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 
And kindneſs flows: from cups brim-full : 
'Ti . & c: | 


bt = by 


por”. A 
Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, 
Some men want wit, and others wealth; 
But they want nothing that are drunk: 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives ſad fouls; 
Therefore give us the chearing bowls, 


LXXVIII. Tune. When ſbe came ben ſbe bobbed. 
{ NOME, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys, 


noiſe ; | 


wW For I've try'd the endearments and pleaſures of love, | 
And I find they're but nonſenſe and whimſies, by 


e 1 
When firſt of all Betty and I were acquaint, 
I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a ſaint: 
Bur I found her religion, her face, and her love, 


Were hypocriſy, paint, and felt-intereſt, by Jove. 


Sweet Cecil came next with her -languiſhing air, 
Her outſide was orderly, modeſt, and fair; 
But her ſoul was ſophiſticate, fo was her love, 
For I found ſhe was only a ſtrumpet, by Jove. 


Little double-gilt Jenny's gold charm'd me atlaſt : 
Gou know marriage and money together does beſt.) 
But the baggage, forgetting her vows and her love, 
Gave her gold to a {niv'ling dull coxcomb, by Jove. 
Come, fill me a bumper, then, jolly brave boys; 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noiſe: 
I know few of the ſex that are worthy my love; 
And for ſtrumpets and jilts, I abhor them, by Jove. 
| . LXXIX. 


Let's have no more female impert'nence and 
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. e LXXIX, 


OR ſhame, no Aifpures Oer the due, then 6 
drink fair, | | 
„ "At lea, till we're all of us mellow; 
| Of fortune and fate let us ne'er ſtand in fear, 
They're always Kind to the good-fellow, 


In bumpers of red then let's drown all our cares, 
In ſpite of philoſopher's rules; 

Who, for all their grey hairs, their lear ning, and 
Fears, 


At beſt, 2 bit dull thinking fools. 


We muſt moiſten our clay, while our ſand runs 
away, 
Behind us to caſt all ſorrow: 

Take a bumper of clarct, and drink it to day, 
e we may have none to- morrow. 


27 25 28 4; 4b db 25 lr lr b 


}OLTFICT AN may prate 

ph On affairs of the ſtate; 
And MO and make a great rout; 

But our voices we'll j Join a 

In the praiſe of good wine, 
Zo, my friends, puſh the bottle about, 
E Brave boys. 
1 So, my friends puſb the bottle alout. 


Tis 


"oy — 


"A. BL} 
"Tis this makes us bold; 
And will keep out the cold, 
Such virtues in claret combine; 
While the flatk is in view, 


— CO” — — * 


; Our joys are ſtill new, 6 5 + MT 
And our cares are all drown'd in good wine, 
Brave boys. 


And our cares, . 


That fellow's an i. 
Who would ſneak from his glaſs, 
| For ſome inſolent Chloe to whine z- 
Let him come no more here, 
For by Bacchus I ſwear, 
He's not wor thy to taſte of our wine, 
Brave 1 
He 5 not worthy, Kc. 


The nectar of old, 

That ſo much is extoll'd, 

Which the deities drink.when they dine, - 

Let none hence deceive ye, 

Poor if ye believe me, 

Their nectar” $ NO more than good wine, 
Brave boys. 

Their nefar's no more than * wine. 


EEE NANNY 


LXXXI. 


IVE me but a friend and a glaſs, boys, 
Tl ſhew ye what it is to be gay; 
PIt not care a fig for a laſs, boys, 
Nor love my briſk youth away : 
Give me but an honeſt fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he's mellow, 
We U live twenty- 29 7 hours a-· day. 
© 8 


T0 be merry another year ? 


| ( 8 ) 

'Tis women in chain's does bind, boys, 
But 'tis wine that makes us free; 5 

Tis women that makes us blind, boys, 
But wine makes us doubly ſee. 

The female is true to no man, 

Deceit is inherent in woman, 
But none in a brimmer can be. 


venere een FORK OREN HONOR eaten 


EXXXII. 


"I that will not merry merry be, 

1 With a generous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 

And faſt bound to a poſt ; 

Let him be merry merry there, : 

And we'll be merry merry here ; 

For who can know where we ſhall go, 


He that will not merry merry be, 


And take his glaſs in courſe, 


May he b' oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, = 
| Ne'er a penny into his purſe : 
| Tet him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry merry be, 


With a comp'ny of jolly boys, | 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe :. 
Let him be merry, as, 


He that will not merry merry be, RS. 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, | 0 

Let him be bury'd in the n. 
And me put in his ſtead: 
F Let bim be merry, &c. 


IXXXIII 


N 
LXXXII. The TOAST. 
To the tune of, Saw ye my Peggy. 


OME let's hae mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining. 

Venus loves nae dwining, 

Let's be blyth and free. 

Away with dull; Here t' Ye, Sir; 
Ye'er miſtreſs, Robie, gies her, 
We'll drink her health wi' pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by thee. 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a laſs can charm ye, 

And to Joys alarm ye, 

Sweet is ſhe to me. 

Some angel ye wad en? her, 
And never wiſh ane brawer. 
If ye bare-headed ſaw her 
Eiltet to the knee. 


Peggy, a dainty laſs is, 
Come let's join our glaſſes, 
And refreſh our hauſes 

With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and ning, 
| Give. our cares the lie. 


| S eee 


LXXXIV. 


Fs the bowl with ſtreams of ative.” | 
ouch as Gallia 8 . boaſt; 205 
Theſe 


Ts | ( go. * 
Theſe are tides that bring our treaſure.;: 
Love and friendſhip be the toaft, 
Firſt our miſtreſſes approving, 
With dright beauty crown the glaſs; J 
He chat is too dull for loving, 
Mluſt in friendſhip be an afs, 


Plyades is with Oreſtes 

Said to have one common ſoul: 

But the meaning af the jeſt is 

In the bottom of the bowl, 

Thus, by mcans of honeſt drinking, 

Often is the truth found out, 

Which would coſt a world of thinking ; '% 
Spare your pains and — about. 


e ö. Se = | 


ILXXXV. 


B* drinking drive dull care away. 
Be briſk and e | 

Never vary 

In your tempers, but be 

Let mirth know no ce - 's 

We all were born, (mankind agree} 

From dull reflection to be free; 

But he that drinks not cannot be: 

Ihen anſwer your creation. 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals, | 

Then all our whining, 
Wiſhing, firiving _ 

To cab: ace what ks yields,. 


But Bacchus ſends ſuch treaſure forth. 


F All wordly care is madneſs. 


| Inſpire our hearts with mirth, boys 


(gr ) 
Ts left when in poſſeſſion; 


Poſſeſſion never palls its worth, 


We always wiſh'd for't from our birch, 


And ſhall for ever with on. 


All malice here is flung aſide, 
| Each takes his glaſs 
No healths do pals, 
No party-feuds here e'er abide, 
They nought but ill occaſion; 
We only meet to celebrate 


The day which brought us to this ſtate, 


But not to curſe, nor yet to hate 
3 hour of our creation. 


Sasa asss080aõ-ᷣ ö 


LXXXVI. 
| OME, let vs drink, 


Tis i in vain to think, 


Ae fools, on grief or ſadneſs; 


Let our money fly, 
And our ſorrow die, 


But wine and good cheer 
Will, in ſpite of our fear, 


The time we live 
+. To wine let pa gie, 
Since all muſt turn to earth, boys. 


Hand about the bowl, 
The delight of my ſoul, 


Rr" ( 92 J 
And to my hand commend it; 
A fig for chink, 
Twas made to buy drink, 
And before we go hence we'll ſpend it. 


eee $0040004 ++ 


ILXXXVII. 
LD Adam, it is true, 


No care in Eden knew, | 
Yet his ſons hve more gay and airy ; 
For he tippled water, 
Wh ile we who come after, 
ns claret and roſy Canary, 


| Then let each take his glaſs, 
And drink to his laſs, _ 
But ne'er be a ſlave unto either; 
For they are only wiſe, 
Who both <qually prize, | 
: 5 Ad. join Bacchus and Venus together. 


Whenever thus they meet, 

All our joys are complete, 5 — 
And our jollity ne'ey can expire; . \ 
I hey our faculties warm, 8 

And us mutually charm, 


TGT 1 £ each from the other takes bre. 


